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those who sought her sacred well. The green patch
forms a rough parallelogram, and bears faint traces
of having been levelled out of the slope. No stone
remains on another of the ancient chapel.
From the cliff an unrivalled view can be had of the
Atlantic, from Lundy Isle to Padstow point. Tin-
tagel Rock, with its ancient castle, stands out boldly,
as the horn of a vast sweep against glittering water,
lit by a passing gleam behind. Gulls, rooks, choughs,
wheel and scream around the crag, now fluttering a
little way above the head, and then diving down
towards the sea, which roars and foams several
hundreds of feet below.
The beach is inaccessible save at one point, where a
path has been cut down the side of a steep gorse-
covered slope, and through slides of ruined slate rock,
to a bay, into which the Tonacombe Brook precipi-
tates itself in a broken fall of foam.
The little coves with blue-grey floors wreathed with
sea-foam; the splintered and contorted rock; the
curved strata, which here bend over like exposed ribs
of a mighty mammoth; the sharp skerries that run out
into the sea to torment it into eddies of froth and
spray—are of rare wildness and beauty.
It is impossible to stand on these cliffs, and not cite
the avi^pidfiov yeAaajuo^ Tra/x/x^rop re yij, of the
poet
If this wer6 quoted in the ears of the vicar of Mor-
wenstow, he would stop, lay his hand on one's arm
and say:
"How do you translate that?*
'"The many-twinkling smile of ocean."'
*I thought so. So does every one else. But it is
wrong,' with emphasis—'utterly wrong. Listen to
me. Prometheus is bound, held backwards, with
brazen fetters binding him to the rock. He cannot
see the waters, cannot note their smiles. He gazes up
into the sky above him. But he hears- Notice how

